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By love so vainly fed ;

So lust of old the deluge punished.

Ah, wretched youth, said I ;

Ah, wretched youth ! twice did I sadly cry ;

Ah, wretched youth ! the fields and floods reply.

When thoughts of love I entertain,
I meet no words but Never, and. In vain :
Never, alas ! that dreadful name
Which fuels the infernal flame :
Never ! my time to come must waste ;
In vain ! torments the present and the past:
In vain, in vain ! said I,
In vain, in vain ! twice did I sadly cry ;
I  In vain, in vain I the fields and floods reply.

I  No more shall fields or floods do so,
For I to shades more dark and silent go :
All this world's noise appears to me
A dull ill-acted comedy:
No comfort to my wounded sight,
In the sun's busy and impert'nent light.
Then down I laid my head,
Down on cold earth, and for awhile was dead,
And my freed soul to a strange somewhere fled.

Ah, sottish soul! said I,

When Lack to its cage again I saw it fly:

Fool ! to resume her broken chain,

And row her galley here again !

Fool! to that body to return,

Where it condemn'd and destined is to burn I

Once dead, how can it be

Death should a thing so pleasant seem to thee,

That tliou shouldst come to live it o'er again in me ?

THE WAITING-MAID.

THY maid !    Ah ! find some nobler theme
Whereon thy doubts to place,

Nor by a low suspect blaspheme
The glories of thy face.

Alas ! she makes thee shine so fair,

So exquisitely bright,
That her dim lamp must disappear

Before thy potent light.

Three hours each morn in dressing thee

Maliciously are spent,
And make that beauty tyranny,

That's else a civil government.

Th7 adorning thee witli so much art

Is but a barb'rous skill;
'Tin like the pois'ning of a dart,

Tcfc apt before to kill.

The min'st'ring angels none can sec ;

*Tis not their beauty or their face,
For which by mon they worshipp'd be,

But their high office and their place.
Thou art my goddess, my saint she ;

I pray to her only to pray to theo.

HONOUR.

SHE loves, and she confesses too ;
There's then, at last, no more to do :
The happy work 's entirely done ;
Enter the town which thou hast won ;
The fruits of conquest now begin ;
16, triumph ; enter in.

What is this, ye gods I what can it be ?
Remains there still an enemy ?
Bold Honour stands up in the gate,
And would yet capitulate ;
Have I o'ercome all real foes,
And shall this phantom me oppose ?

Noisy nothing 1 stalking shade !

By what witchcraft wert thou made ?

Empty cause of solid harms !

But I shall find out counter-charms

Thy airy devilship to remove

From this circle here of love.

Sure I shall rid myself of thee

By the night's obscurity,

And obscurer secrecy :

Unlike to ev'ry other sprite,

Thou attempt'st not men t' affright.,

Nor appear'st but in the light.

OF WIT.

TELL me, 0 tell I what kind of thing is Wit,
Thou who master art of it:
For the first matter loves variety less ;
Less women love it, either in love or dress :
A thousand difPrcnt shapes it bears,
Comely in thousand shapes appears :
Yonder we saw it plain, and hero 'tis now,
Like spirits, in a place, we know not how.

London, that vends of false ware so much store,

In no ware deceives us more :

For men, led by the colour and the shape,

Like Zcuxis' birds, fly to the painted grape.

Some things do through our judgment pasw,

As through a multiplying-glass ;

And sometimes, if the object be too far,

We take a falling meteor for a star.

Hence 'tis a wit, that greatest word of fame,

Grows such a common name ;

And wits by our creation they become,

Just so as tit'lar bishops made at Koine

'Tis not a title, 'tis not a jest,

Admired with laughter at a feast,

Nor florid talk, which can that title gain ;

The proofs of wit for ever muwt remain.